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Author's Notes: 

Hello to the cracklic! looking_spiffy mentioned fandom possibilities for fiction for her for Christmas, and she 
listed off \"Green Day, Metallica, MCR, the Network and crossovers therein (the crackier the better, | say)\" 
The Network is a new wave band unofficially composed of GD and a couple of others, ie, filmmaker John 
Roecker-officially, they and GD hate each other, but when you look at a photo of Fink, it\'s not tooooo terribly 
difficult to figure out he\'s Billie Joe. :D So this outing stemmed from her mentioning those 4 fandoms and my 
brain deciding to squish them all together and get porny about it! 


Chain of Command 


"How do you like having a second identity? You wear the suit well” 


Hands encased in fingerless black gloves accompanied the purr at his ear and Gerard shivered at the well- 


remembered touch. "You came." 


A low chuckle. "OF course. Couldn't miss you playing right in my backyard." 


He lifted his hands to touch the owner of the lips nibbling his ear lobe, starting in surprise when instead of 


thick, product-laden hair, his fingers encountered knitted material. 

"The fuck?" He spun around to an unexpected vision: familiar hazel eyes, glittering with mirth, peeked from 
beneath a striped ski mask Luxuriant black curls spilled from the jagged, ripped top of the mask, and a fourth 
irregular slash revealed black-painted lips pulled back in a smirk. 

As if that weren't enough, Gerard's erstwhile companion was encased in skintight red vinyl. 

"You are Fink," he accused, laughing when Billie Joe held a finger to pursed lips and shushed him. He subsided, 
letting his gaze wander over the costume, zeroing in on the way the material clung to a noticeable erection 
before raising to meet amused hazels. "I like the pants." 

Billie grinned. "I thought you might" He slipped a hand up Gerard's chest to tip his chin up and lean in for a kiss. 
Gerard moaned softly at the welcome he found in that addictive mouth. His body hummed in reaction to the 


rising memory of the devastating pleasure these kisses could lead to. 


| hope l'm not wrong in thinking you invited me for more than just the concert," Billie murmured when he 


broke away. 

"You're not. | didn't know if you'd be able to come, or-or if you'd want to. But | was hoping you would” 

The hand cupping his jaw tightened and black-rimmed eyes stared into his. "How many times do | gotta tell you, 
Gerard? | like you. | like your music." He pressed vinyl-clad hips closer, voice dropping back into a seductive 
purr. "I like the way you taste and the way you moan, and | really, really like fucking you. Got it?" 


"Got it," he confirmed breathlessly. 


Smug laughter and a little something more became obscured by sooty lashes as Billie kissed him again, languid 
heat building between them. His head spun in dizzy circles by the time the older man released him. 


"You're done here, right? Let's go." 


Gerard nodded and followed him out to the car. He hadn't missed the flash of satisfaction at his unquestioning 


obedience; his instant acquiescence to all suggestions. 
It was always like that. Despite the months touring together, despite the many, many nights he'd spent 
drowning in this man's arms - despite the very real friendship between them by day, Gerard could never quite 


shake that last little bit of hero worship. That awed sense of, ‘Bille Joe Armstrong likes me! 


He knew it, too. Gerard might have accused him of taking advantage of his lingering case of starstruck except 


he was honest enough with himself to admit that he craved the attention. And the approval. 
Yeah, okay, and the fucking incredible sex. 


The immensely appealing sight of that firm, round ass outlined in red occupied Gerard's attention as they 
walked down the corridor to Billie's hotel room. He wasn't sure if it seemed strange that Billie even had a hotel 
room, considering that he lived in the Bay Area - not that he could take Gerard to his house, obviously, but 
still - or if it seemed stranger yet that it didnt seem weird. So much of their ‘relationship’, such as it was, 


had occurred in nondescript rooms just like this one. 
"Took you fucking long enough." 


Gerard stopped dead. Perhaps not quite like this room after all. Had Billie brought him to some kind of party? 
Disappointment pricked sharply and he scolded himself. You didn’t even know if he'd show up. Don't bitch about 
the night not going exactly as you'd hoped 


He heard the deadbolt slide home and then Billie pressed close behind him, urging him all the way into the room 


where a lone figure reclined in a sleek armchair. 
"Lars Ulrich, I'd like you to meet Gerard Way." 


Oh, holy shit. That was all Gerard could think as the famed drummer lifted his beer bottle and tilted it in their 


direction in greeting. 
"H-hi Mr. Ulrich," he stammered. 


An explosion of derisive laughter came from the chair's occupant, echoed by a soft chuckle behind him. "Mr. 


Ulrich’, fuck. What the fuck is that? Cmere, kid" 


Hesitantly Gerard advanced, bolstered by the warm hand on the small of his back. He halted directly in front 


of the Danish musician and endured a thorough visual inspection that made him tingle just a litle. 
When Lars spoke again, he addressed Billie. "What's with you and the pretty boys, eh? Like attracted to like?" 


"Glass houses, Lars. Or do | mean that one about the pot and the kettle?" The rich amusement in Billie's voice 


matched the seated man's grin. 


Lars was..sort of pretty, Gerard supposed. Not the way his brother was (something he teased Mikey about 
constantly), but the pert little nose and the Cupid's bow lips were certainly attractive. One might even say 
cute - though not Gerard, at least not aloud. His self-preservation instinct was too strong to try crossing that 


line. 


Subtly the drummer's expression altered and a moment later Gerard let out a startled yelp as a gloved hand 


fondled his crotch. "Billie!" 


A bare foot connected with his shin, accompanied by the punch of hard green eyes. "Fink He's Fink tonight, in 


case you missed those luscious pants." 


"Fink," Gerard corrected himself. Teeth grazed the tendon on the side of his neck and to his horror, a light 
moan escaped. His eyes widened. "Uh, what.. mean, what're you, uh.." He swallowed and asked almost timidly, 


"Fink?" 


Lars's eyebrows raised. "You're a smart boy, Gerard. | hear you're all college-educated and shit. 'm sure you 


can figure out what it means when a man you've fucked before has his hand on your dick" 


"Oh," he whispered. His breath hitched as Billie easily coaxed him to full arousal pretty much at the Metallica 
musician's eye level. A fact the Dane seemed to appreciate and butterflies kicked up something fierce in 


Gerard's stomach as he began to clue in to what was going on. 


"Bil-Fink," he said nervously. He wasn't at all sure he was prepared for something like this. One hand went to 
the man behind him to find that the vinyl ended at his waist and smooth, bare skin had become the only 
covering on his torso. Yeah, Gerard was definitely figuring some things out right about now. "Um..d'you do this 
often? Like, with Mike or something?" He knew they had a sometimes-sexual relationship - hell, catching them 
making out had been the trigger for his own initiation into Billie's bed. So he wasn't quite prepared for the 
muffled laugh replacing the wet licks along the nape of his neck or the wide grin splitting Lars's face. 


"Mike's more of a private guy," Billie explained. "He'd have to be really comfortable with someone, know them 
really well, to let me do this to him." Nimble fingers popped open Gerard's fly as if to illustrate what ‘this’ 
might be. 


Lars waved his beer bottle in elaboration. "He's not real interested in letting me know how much Mikey likes it. 
Tré and | get along much better." He seemed about to say more, but his eyes flickered to the bottle and back 
to Gerard, shedding the mischief briefly. "You all right with this around you?" 


He nodded, remembering James Hetfield was another one who'd gone clean and sober. The guy must have 
endured the same kinds of temptations and discovered that it was impossible to completely avoid the presence 
of alcohol - but that just because it was there didn't mean you had to drink it. "So long's it's over there, it's 
good. I'm, uh," he broke off with a grunt when that gloved palm connected with his naked cock; he hadn't 
noticed that his pants were all the way open and sliding down his hips now. "Kinda distracted anyway." 


Gerard tried to return the drummer's smile but he felt tight with nerves. Mention of Tré had his mind 
spinning in multiple directions. Had Lars really slept with Tré? Had Billie? What about Mike and Tré, or did the 
whole band fuck? Tension wound higher as he thought about the three of them together and was suddenly 


less and less sure he should even be here. An unsteady whisper floated out. "Billie?" 


‘Its okay," he soothed, tongue ghosting over Gerard's ear. "You front a band like | do. Natural exhibitionist, 


baby. I've seen you rubbing against the monitors. I've seen how fucking hard you get on stage when they 
scream for you. Just let it happen, Gerard. Let me make you feel good." 


Dark lips captured his and his objections burned away with the friction of flesh and fabric against his erection 
Gerard moaned and the kiss deepened, enticing him into letting his guard down. 


The next couple of minutes saw the clothes stripped off his body and Billie sinking to the floor in front of him, 
bare chest pressed close to his legs and vinyl pants creaking a little as he settled, feet propping up his ass and 
knees spread to either side of Gerard. Hazel eyes gazed up at him in affection and reassurance, their 
appearance startling yet in the midst of black and white stripes, giving Gerard an odd sense of playacting - 
that this was all a strange, surreal game. He supposed that it was, really: a sexual game between the three of 


them. Or more precisely, between Billie Joe and Lars. He was simply the current piece on the board. 


It didn't bother him as much as he might have thought, or maybe his outrage got sidetracked somewhere 
when pouting lips parted to suck him down. 


"Fuck," he groaned, drawn to the sharp glitter of lust in the gaze watching them, like shards of green glass 
melting and fusing at high temperatures. Like broken bottles..his eyes went to the discarded beer bottle, tilted 
sideways on the carpeted floor, and back up to see the hand that used to hold it slip into black nylon shorts 
and begin a slow rhythm. 


The young frontman's breath caught in his throat at the feeling of it; at how utterly filthy and yet proud it 
made him feel, that his and Billie's little show here - that the wet slide of that sinful mouth on his cock and 
the way his chest heaved for air and the vinyl-clad roundness pointed Lars's way - turned the drummer on 


enough to inspire touch. 
"Yeah, you're starting to catch on," Lars voiced gruff approval. 


A smile danced over Gerard's lips and died in a long moan as slicked fingertips pressed against his pucker, one 
digit sliding up inside him to wriggle insistently at the tightness of his muscles, encouraging their relaxation, 
forcing them to give and stretch with a second finger, and a third, and Gerard didn't give a fuck anymore that 
he'd been totally set up because he was coming down Billie Joe Armstrong's long, pretty throat right fucking 
now. 


He heard a faint, so faint echo of his moan from the chair and then it became more than he could manage to 
stay standing as Billie moved away, and Gerard landed heavily on his knees in front of the somewhat flushed 


drummer. 
Lars stared at him for a long moment, clearly deciding something, and then he sat up, bringing his hand out 
from beneath his shorts and wiping sticky fluid on Gerard's chest with a smirk that said, ‘I fucking dare you to 


comment. 


Gerard licked his lips and said nothing. 


The smirk deepened but also softened slightly and Lars ruffled his hair with his dry hand, eyes sparking 
wickedly. "Good boy. Maybe we'll play again sometime." 


He stood, and Gerard watched as he went to Billie for an exchange of words too quiet to hear and a stunning 
kiss that had the other frontman bending pliantly in the drummer's arms. It muddled things in his head to see 
that, and the way he accepted it when Lars yanked off the mask and jerked him forward for another swift 
kiss by the freed curls. 


Hazel eyes burned when Billie came to him after the other man's departure, body swaying liquid in those 
goddamned red pants. Gerard realised with a rush of heat that the night was only just beginning and desire 
shot through him with a renewed punch as that black head bent to his chest and began to lick him clean. 


"So fucking hot," he murmured, and a black-lined gaze snapped to his with a fire that reminded him of how 
Lars had looked. Gerard blurted, "He has beautiful eyes." 


Billie's slow smile as he bore Gerard back towards the bed promised rewards beyond his imagination for 
allowing Lars to participate. "He does." Gerard barely heard the rest of what was said as his body was 


reawakened with dazzling ease. 


"Maybe next time you'll get to see what they look like when you taste his come firsthand." 


